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amethyst and flowers on the table (is it real or a fable?) 
by bonesandthebees (bonesandcact1) 


Summary 


The fae was tall. Much taller than Tommy, and probably anyone else in the village for that 
matter. Hair the color of dark oak spilled over his forehead in tumbling curls. Flecks of gold 
dotted his cheeks like freckles, sitting underneath a pair of knowing eyes that seemed to flash 
between shades of earth and honey. His tall frame was draped in the most expensive-looking 
clothes Tommy had ever seen—flowing fabric in shades of snow and sunlight billowed in the 
light breeze. And there was so much jewelry. Gold bands decorated his arms, dangling gems 
decorated his pointed ears, and a shimmering gold circlet rested on his forehead. 


Past the beauty though, there was danger. His nails were pointed, his teeth too sharp. When 
Tommy tried to look him in the eyes, his head grew fuzzy, as if perceiving the fae directly 
wasn t something he was supposed to attempt. 


He was smiling as he looked over Tommy. 
“Are you lost?” He asked in that same lyrical voice. 


or, Tommy gets adopted by the fae 


Notes 


hi guys! so I read wildflower by sailingthenightsea a few weeks ago and I just had to write 
my own fae au. please please go read wildflower, it's an amazing fic and I took HEAVY 
inspo from it to write this oneshot so definitely go check out theirs because it's literally so 
beautiful 


anyway make sure to read the tags as there is some violence later on in the one shot, but I just 
really wanted some tooth rottingly sweet crimeboys fluff so that's mostly what this is! oh and 
also tommy is like ten years old in this so yeah he's a young'in 


as always, I write fics based off the characters and not cc's so please know that 


hope you enjoy <3 


See the end of the work for more notes 


e Inspired by wildflower by sailingthenightsea 


The children of the village were often warned to be careful when entering the forest. 


Although the towering trees offered respite in the form of shade to block out the afternoon 
heat, although the deep green moss that covered the forest floor was soft enough to sleep on, 
although the wind rustling through the leaves was reminiscent of friendly voices murmuring 
to one another—it wasn’t safe. 


Because the sound of water rushing over smooth stones in the creek covered up another 
sound. Footsteps you couldn’t hear until they’d crept up behind you. A faint laugh carried 
away on the breeze, until it found its place in its rightful owner’s mouth. One moment, the 
only company you kept would be the squirrels darting up the tree you walked by. The next, 
you would hear a voice behind you, asking for your name. 


The village that sat next to the forest had always been wary of the fae. They were immortal 
beings who could tap into the unlimited potential of magic, and more often than not they only 
used this resource for their tricks. It was said that all fae were beautiful, but there was no love 
behind their eyes. They wanted to fool the unsuspecting, goad them into owing them a debt 
they could never hope to repay within their lifetime. The words of a fae glittered in the air, to 
cover up the darker reality underneath. 


Children were more vulnerable than most. Fae had a penchant for stealing the most helpless, 
sometimes swapping them out for a fae child who looked exactly like the original but was 
something far from human, or sometimes leaving nothing but an empty crib and feeding off 
the sorrow that resulted. 


So most parents warned their children to steer clear of the forest. Only enter during the day, 
always be aware of your surroundings, and never, ever step into a faerie ring. That was how 
so many disappeared inside the forest, never to return home. 


Tommy didn’t have parents to tell him not to enter the forest. Of course he knew about the 
dangers though. Even if he didn’t have a family, he’d still been taught about the tricks of the 
fae all the same. The others in the village may not have liked the loud boy with torn clothes 
and quick hands, but even they didn’t want to see him be lost to the clutches of the trees and 
their shadows. 


That didn’t mean he was protected from the forest like the other children. No one was 
actively trying to keep him safe from the fae that lurked within. They taught him what he 
needed to know, but no one stuck around to make sure he actually followed the lessons. 


Which was how Tommy ended up in the middle of the forest late in the afternoon one day. At 
ten years old, most of the villagers had stopped taking pity on him and rarely gave him free 
handouts anymore. Now if he wanted food, he had to work for it. 


One of the farmers in town had decided she needed mushrooms to make a special stew 
tonight for her family. She had called Tommy over, handing him a basket and saying that if 
he could fill it up with mushrooms from the forest before sunset, he would be able to get a 
bowl of stew for himself. 


It had been ages since Tommy had a hot meal for dinner, and picking mushrooms was one of 
the easier jobs he’d been given by the villagers. So he accepted eagerly, swinging the large 
basket as he walked away from the safety of the village and set foot into the shadows of the 
forest. 


The forest was very green today. There was a dark patch of grass his tattered shoes were 
walking across, deep green moss trailed up the tree trunks that were spread all around him, 
and the leaves above his head that sheltered him from the summer sun glimmered in a 
pleasant shade of pale green. 


It didn’t take long for Tommy to find his first cluster of mushrooms. He came across a 
downed tree trunk, moss having climbed over the peeling bark and dragging it back to the 
Earth where it originally sprouted from. Along the top of the tree trunk, a few tan and white 
mushrooms had sprouted, their fat cap heads standing tall against the gentle breeze that blew 
through the forest. 


Grinning at the sight, Tommy picked the mushrooms and put them in the basket. It only took 
a few moments, and he sighed when he realized how little it had filled the basket up. 


He continued on. Afternoon sunlight filtered through the leaves above, creating dappled 
shadows along the forest floor. Tommy hopped over a few rocks in the path, balancing on a 
smooth stone to avoid stepping on a snail. The smell of wildflowers was carried by the 
breeze, ruffling Tommy’s hair like the hand of an affectionate person. 


It didn’t take long for him to find more mushrooms. There was another cluster hidden in the 
shade of a sun-warmed rock. Then there were more dotting the edge of the creek, and Tommy 
took his shoes off to stick his feet in the cool water, letting it soothe the blisters on his toes. 


The basket still wasn’t full though. So he pushed deeper into the forest, until he found a 
clearing. 


The clearing made him gasp the first time he saw it. It was a wide open space surrounded by 
trees, filled with tall grass that tickled Tommy’s cheeks, and vibrant wildflowers dotting the 
land like drops of paint. He walked into the clearing, taking care not to step on any of the 
sweet-smelling flowers blossoming there. The sun warmed his face, and he brushed his 
fingers along the edge of a yellow flower petal as he brushed by it. 


It was a good thing Tommy was watching to make sure he didn’t step on any flowers, 
because it would’ve been all too easy to miss the ring of mushrooms in the center of the 
clearing. 


Tommy froze as soon as he spotted the faerie ring. While his first instinct was to grab the 
mushrooms for his basket, he shut that thought down as soon as he recognized what the ring 
meant. 


If he had stepped into it by accident, he could’ve been trapped in the faerie realm. If he had 
picked a mushroom without realizing it, he would’ve owed a faerie a debt, which was 
arguably a worse fate than just stepping into the ring itself. 


Thankfully, Tommy didn’t do either of those things. Instead, he took a careful step back from 
the ring. Turning around, he prepared to run back into the forest and never come back to the 
clearing. 


Until he heard a voice. 
“Hello, little one.” 


All the muscles in Tommy’s body went stiff. The voice was soft, melodious. It was as if 
Tommy could hear bells chiming in tune with the creature’s words. It was a voice that was 
meant to wrap someone in reassurances, to make them feel safe and secure with the owner. 


But it wasn’t human. Tommy could tell that much without even looking behind him. 


As much as Tommy wanted to sprint back into the safety of the trees without even sparing a 
glance at the creature behind him, he knew the rules of the fae. To be rude to one was almost 
as bad as giving it your name. You did not want to incur the wrath of the fair folk. 


So Tommy grit his teeth, and turned around. 


Now, Tommy wasn’t sure what fae were supposed to look like, but this one was somehow 
both pretty and terrifying at the same time. 


The fae was tall. Much taller than Tommy, and probably anyone else in the village for that 
matter. Hair the color of dark oak spilled over his forehead in tumbling curls. Flecks of gold 
dotted his cheeks like freckles, sitting underneath a pair of knowing eyes that seemed to flash 
between shades of earth and honey. His tall frame was draped in the most expensive-looking 
clothes Tommy had ever seen—flowing fabric in shades of snow and sunlight billowed in the 
light breeze. And there was so much jewelry. Gold bands decorated his arms, dangling gems 
decorated his pointed ears, and a shimmering gold circlet rested on his forehead. 


Past the beauty though, there was danger. His nails were pointed, his teeth too sharp. When 
Tommy tried to look him in the eyes, his head grew fuzzy, as if perceiving the fae directly 
wasn’t something he was supposed to attempt. 


He was smiling as he looked over Tommy. 
“Are you lost?” He asked in that same lyrical voice. 
Tommy clenched his fists. He had to watch his words. 


“No, I’m not,” he replied, trying not to sound rude. He gestured to the mushroom basket in 
his hand. “I’m mushroom hunting.” 


The fae smiled at him, his sharp teeth glimmering in the sunlight. “Do you need any help 
with that?” 


Tommy shook his head. “No. I’m a Big Man. I can do it on my own.” 


The fae laughed, and the bells returned to the air between them. 


“You're right. You certainly seem like you can handle it yourself.” The fae crouched in the 
faerie circle, so that he was closer to Tommy’s eye level. “May I have your name at least? So 
I can properly apologize for not recognizing such a Big Man.” 


Oh yeah. That wasn’t going to work. 


“Fuck off,” Tommy snapped, briefly forgetting about the need to be polite. “You can’t have 
my name.” 


To his surprise, the faerie laughed again. “You’re a clever one.” 


The compliment, while still laced with that sharp grin and lyrical sweetness, sounded the 
tiniest bit genuine. Tommy struggled not to flush. 


While he wanted to thank the faerie for the compliment, he also knew you weren’t supposed 
to thank the fae. It was something they found disrespectful, turning a gift they offered freely 
into a debt. Tommy struggled to remember the alternate way he could thank the fae. 


“T appreciate the kind words,” Tommy said carefully, watching the fae for any sign of a 
negative reaction, “but since I didn’t step into your ring, I don’t owe you shit, correct?” 


The fae seemed surprised, but nodded. “You’re correct. You owe me nothing.” 
“Then I’m going to leave now,” Tommy said, backing away slowly from the ring. 
“Until we meet again, little one,” the fae called out as Tommy ran back into the forest. 


He didn’t look back until he reached the edge of the trees. When he did, he saw that the faerie 
ring was empty once more, and breathed a sigh of relief. Now that was terrifying. 


The sun was low on the horizon by the time Tommy returned to the village, dragging along 
his basket full of mushrooms. He stayed far away from the clearing after the encounter with 
the fae, his heart skipping a beat every time he recalled the way his kind voice would wrap 
around Tommy, making him feel as though he were being hugged from the inside out. 


As promised, he got his bowl of soup from the farmer. He ate in the derelict storage shed that 
had become his home, given to him by the blacksmith who didn’t use it anymore. Moonlight 
poured in through the cracks in the wood ceiling, and a breeze passed through that made 
Tommy shiver. 


If he listened carefully, he could almost hear singing. Not singing from the village, it was far 
too sweet for that. The sound was ethereal, something not capable of being made by human 
tongue. 


Somehow, deep down inside, Tommy knew it was the singing of the fae he had met earlier 
that day. 


A few days passed. Tommy continued to do odd jobs for food around the village (and maybe 
stole a few carrots from one of the farmer’s gardens). Then, he was offered another job by the 
baker. 


A basket full of wildflowers, in exchange for a loaf of bread. 
Tommy could do that. 


So he returned to the forest. He could just barely make out the puffy clouds through the 
rustling leaves above his head, and hopped along the path while taking care to avoid any 
snails or mushrooms in his way. 


While he didn’t plan on returning to the clearing where the faerie ring had been, he quickly 
came to realize that might be the only place he could get wildflowers from. The forest itself 
didn’t offer many flowers, and after an hour of searching, he only had two flowers in his 
basket to show for his effort. 


Somehow, he found himself standing at the edge of the clearing without even consciously 
trying to find it. It was like it had called to him, and his feet led him there without his 
knowledge. 


Looking across the clearing, he didn’t see the fae standing in the faerie ring like before. 
Maybe, if he stayed away from the edge, he wouldn’t draw the fae’s attention and could pick 
the flowers before he appeared. 


Unfortunately, Tommy had only picked a few flowers before he heard that familiar voice 
once more. 


“You're back, little one,” the faerie crooned. 


Tommy clutched the daisy in his hand, and gently put it into the basket before turning to face 
the fae. “Yup. Gotta pick some flowers,” he said, hoping the fae would leave if he didn’t 
think Tommy was here to talk to him. 


“Do you need any help with that? I could fill up that basket of yours in seconds if you 
wanted,” the faerie offered, his smile all teeth. 


“No, I don’t need it,” Tommy replied, turning his gaze to the ground as he plucked a poppy 
from the dirt. 


“Ah, yes, I remember. You’re a big man who doesn’t need help, correct?” 


Tommy nodded. “Sure am. Got Big Man shit to do and no time to deal with fae trying to trick 


29 


me. 


Once again, the faerie laughed. “I’d say you’re doing a rather good job at holding your own, 
especially for someone so young,” the fae told him, something in his voice sounding more 
genuine than before. “Who taught you our tricks, little one? Was it your parents?” 


“I don’t have parents,” Tommy explained, bending down to dig out a buttercup from the 
grass. “The people of the village just tend to share tips with each other for interacting with 
the fae, and I pay attention to stuff like that.” 


There was a beat of silence from the fae, and when Tommy glanced up, he saw the smile had 
fallen from his face. “You don’t have parents?” The faerie asked. Tommy shook his head. 
“Then who takes care of you?” 


“I do,” Tommy shrugged. “The people in the village give me jobs here and there so I can get 
food, but I’m the only one who looks out for me.” 


For once, the faerie didn’t have a look of scheming or amusement on his face. Instead, if 
Tommy didn’t know any better, he’d say the faerie almost seemed saddened at this news. 


“But you’re a child. Children can’t care for themselves.” 
“Hey, I’m not a child!” Tommy protested. 
The fae didn’t seem to believe him. “How old are you?” 


“Ten. Which means I’m plenty old enough to take care of myself,” Tommy snapped, quickly 
losing his patience with the faerie. 


“I may not be that familiar with human lifespans, but I know enough to understand that ten 
years old is not the age of maturity for your kind,” the fae told him. 


“Well what the fuck does it matter? I’m still alive, aren’t I? Clearly I can take care of myself 
if I’m not dead yet,” Tommy shot back, angrily throwing another flower in the basket. 


He didn’t understand why the fae was making such a big deal about this. Yes, he was on his 
own, and yes he knew that most ten year olds didn’t have to take care of themselves like this. 
But it was just the way his life turned out, and it’s not like there was anything he could do to 
change it. No one in the village wanted the responsibility of taking care of him. They’d told 
him he was too loud, too brash. He wasn’t meant to be taken care of by others. It had always 
been his fate to be a lonely pillar with only himself to rely on. He had accepted this. 


(And he shoved down the small part of him that made tears burn in his eyes late at night, 
when the wind was howling through his tiny shack and rain dripped in from the rotting wood 
boards. He would clutch at his threadbare blanket and try not to let himself cry, because there 
wasn’t going to be anyone around to make it better.) 


Somehow, the faerie looked even sadder than he had a moment before. Before he could open 
his mouth to spout more bullshit about how Tommy needed someone to take care of him, he 
spoke up again. 


“What are you doing hanging around this random meadow anyway? Are you just waiting for 
a ten year old to trick because you’ve got nothing better to do?” It was probably far too rude 
of a thing to say to a fae, but Tommy was already pissed at the creature. Plus, he’d had 
patience for Tommy’s snapping so far, and Tommy was curious to see how far that patience 
extended. 


The sadness faded from the fae’s expression, although there was still a hint of it lingering in 
his honeyed gaze. “Well, in truth, I was just bored.” 


“How the hell does a faerie get bored?” Tommy asked, setting down his basket and sitting on 
the grass to frown at the creature. 


“You'd be surprised,” the fae told him, his smile returning. “The Fae Court is a beautiful 
place, certainly, but even faeries feel a little constricted by it sometimes. It’s entertaining for 
us to just pop over to the human world and see how you all are doing, maybe find out if we 
can get someone into our debt.” 


Tommy shivered at that last part. Even if this fae was acting friendly towards him, it didn’t 
mean he had no ill will towards Tommy. 


“Don’t be worried,” the fae then added, noticing Tommy’s shiver. “You’ve already proven 
yourself far too clever to be tricked by my games.” 


While Tommy didn’t want to trust the words, he also knew one other thing about the fae. 
They couldn’t lie. It wasn’t that it was difficult for them to lie, they were completely 
incapable of the act. That was why they were all experts with their words, learning how to 
twist things around to make them sound as if they were something other than what they truly 
were. 


If the fae told him not to worry, well... maybe he didn’t have to be so tense. But he still had 
to be on guard. 


Tommy opened his mouth to respond, when he felt something crawling on his hand. Tensing 
up, Tommy glanced down and gasped in delight when he noticed the small spider crawling 
up his arm. 


“Oh, hello there!” Tommy greeted the small bug, lifting up his arm to get a better look at it. 
The spider was pure black, with a thin body and beady eyes that met Tommy’s own without 
any hesitation. It didn’t seem like it wanted to attack him, instead content to continue 
crawling up his arm and towards his shirt sleeve. “No no no,” he said gently, scooping the 
spider up with his other hand so it was resting on his finger, “you can’t go in my shirt, but 
you can stay here if you like.” 


The spider waved its legs at Tommy, and although he knew the spider couldn’t understand 
him, he chose to believe it was agreeing with his proposal. 


“Okay, great!” Tommy said, giggling as the spider crawled in between his fingers. 


Suddenly, there was movement next to Tommy, and he almost fell backwards when he 
realized the fae was crouching right next to him. 


He was still inside the circle, as Tommy hadn’t realized how close he’d gotten to the edge. 
But now the fae’s face was right next to his face, and Tommy could see how the gold on his 
face glittered in the sunlight as if his face was embedded with jewels. 


“Jesus christ! Ever heard of personal space?” Tommy asked, moving back from the fae and 
ignoring how he had smelled of roses and sugar. 


“Sorry, I wanted to get a look at your new friend,” the fae explained, smiling as he gestured 
to the spider on Tommy’s hand. “You know, most humans aren’t very fond of spiders.” 


Tommy frowned. “Well they’re wrong’uns for that. Spiders are nice and adorable. They only 
bite people when they get scared.” 


The fae nodded, looking amused. “Reminds me of a little boy I know,” he said, smirking at 
Tommy. 


It took Tommy a beat to realize the fae was talking about him, and he scowled. “I haven’t 
bitten you yet, motherfucker.” 


“Yet?” The fae laughed, and it was heartier than the laugh with bells. 


“Yeah, yet. If you try shit I’ll bite your hand,” Tommy shot back, although there was no 
genuine heat to his words. In fact, it was hard for him not to smile as he ‘threatened’ the fae. 


“Such a delightful ray of sunshine,” the fae drawled, and Tommy had to try not to laugh at 
the sarcasm. “Speaking of, I imagine you still won’t give me your name?” 


Now smirking at the fae, Tommy nodded. “Sure won’t, bitch.” 


The faerie didn’t seem upset by this. In fact, it only made him smile more. “Then I suppose 
Pll just call you sunshine instead. It fits with your hair and all.” 


Oh. 


No one had ever referred to Tommy with a nickname before. Hell, half the time no one even 
called him by his name. He was most used to being called over with a stern, “boy!” or “you 
little shit!” 


He knew families often called each other by sweetened nicknames. Darling, sweetheart, love. 
Being called sunshine reminded him of that, and it made his chest feel tight. 


But that was stupid. This was a fae, and he was just coming up with a nickname to call 
Tommy since he didn’t know his name. It didn’t mean anything. 


Shoving down the warmth in his chest, he shrugged. ““Whatever floats your boat, man.” 


The faerie didn’t seem deterred by his nonchalance, and kept smiling as he pushed back up to 
his full height. “Until next time, sunshine,” he said, and in a blink, he was gone. 


The rest of the afternoon dragged on like honey dripping from a jar after the fae had 
disappeared. Unlike the last time, when Tommy had been relieved to get away from the 
creature, this time he was strangely disappointed. He had actually enjoyed talking to the fae 
today, as the creature hadn’t tried as hard to trick him, and his smiles had seemed more 
genuine. 


Of course Tommy knew he still had to be wary. But maybe... maybe it wasn’t a terrible thing 
to consider going back. Just to chat with the faerie again, and possibly learn some useful 


information about how to stay safe from the fair folk. 


Yes, that was the only reason Tommy wanted to go back. He could get information for the 
others in the village. Maybe they would even give him bread as a reward if he told them 
something they didn’t already know. 


The spider stayed on Tommy’s hand as he finished picking the rest of the flowers. It never bit 
him, it didn’t make any attempts to run up his shirt again. It just stayed with him, listening to 
him ramble with its beady eyes. By the end of the day, when he had gotten his loaf of bread 
for the flowers and returned to his storage shed, he decided to name it Shroud. 


Tommy started going to the forest regularly after that. Every few days, if Tommy wasn’t 
given any jobs around the village, he would delve into the shaded protection of the trees. He 
would walk through the creeks, picking tangy mushrooms to snack on as he went. Somehow, 
he always ended up in front of the faerie ring, and the fae would reappear to chat with 
Tommy for hours on end. 


They would talk about anything and everything. The faerie would tell him stories of the Fae 
Court, weaving tales with words that shimmered in the air, and a voice that reminded Tommy 
of the sweetest songs. He could paint pictures in Tommy’s mind with just his voice, letting 
Tommy see into the vibrant, beautiful, and utterly magical world he came from. Tommy 
would sit there for hours, entranced by the narratives the faerie wove, and he wouldn’t even 
realize it was sunset until the sky was a deep orange. 


And the faerie would listen to Tommy’s stories as well. Although his words could never 
shimmer or paint like the faerie’s could, Tommy would tell him about times he had pranked 
the others in the village. He recited the time he got chased up a tree for stealing a carrot, or 
the time he made one of the meaner farmers fall into a mud puddle. Sometimes he wouldn’t 
tell stories, but would just go on about whatever was in his mind. His love of spiders, the way 
raccoons looked like tiny bears, how cool it would be if he could grow fruit just by looking at 
a tree. 


His mind would bounce from subject to subject without any stops, and in the past, this way of 
rambling had annoyed everyone around him. He had been told to stop, and to try and 
organize his thoughts better before speaking or else no one would want to listen to him. 


But the faerie never seemed to mind. He listened to Tommy’s thoughts without any 
judgement, no hint of annoyance on his face. He laughed at Tommy’s jokes and smiled at 
Tommy’s ideas. It was odd to say the faerie was one of the friendliest people Tommy had 
ever met, but it was true. 


Not to mention, the faerie had stopped trying to trick him long ago, and Tommy had stopped 
worrying about it. 


One night, the trust Tommy had put in the faerie got put to the test. 


He woke up screaming. 


This wasn’t an unusual occurrence. Tommy had nightmares, and that was just another fact of 
his life he couldn’t change. Sometimes they were unrealistic. Nightmares about impossible 
monsters chasing him, trying to harm him. But other times they were painfully real. Not so 
much dreams, but more like memories of things that had actually happened. Those were 
always worse, because waking up provided no sense of relief. 


This nightmare was one of the latter. 


Tommy remembered hands grabbing at him. People shouting at him. Fists tugging at his hair 
and hard hands making bruises blossom across his skin. The villagers calling him a dirty 
thief. Getting told that if he tried to steal again, his beating would be worse. 


He woke up to ghost aches rippling across his skin. Tears streamed down his cheeks as he 
tried to catch his breath, and he cursed for letting himself cry. He hiccuped, struggling to push 
the memories out of his mind, but they wouldn’t go away. 


Pain. Yelling. He was sorry. He said he was sorry! Why wouldn’t they listen? 


Tommy couldn’t breathe. His chest was tight and it was like air couldn’t get into his lungs. 
He let out another cry and slammed a hand over his mouth. The blacksmith would get upset if 
he woke him with his sobbing. 


He waited, trying to catch his breath, trying to calm himself down, but it didn’t work. He still 
couldn’t breathe, and his thoughts were spinning as he just remembered how much it had 
hurt. 


If he couldn’t calm down, he couldn’t stay here. The risk of waking the blacksmith up was 
too high, and Tommy needed to be able to keep living in the shed. It was the only roof over 
his head he could get. 


So Tommy rolled out of his makeshift bed, stumbling on shaky legs. Without really thinking 
about where he was going, he darted out of the shed, covering his mouth as he sprinted away 
from the village. 


His bare feet hit soft moss as he ran into the forest. He didn’t need to look to jump over the 
rocks and tree roots, having memorized the path after many visits to the clearing. Although 
Tommy hadn’t decided to go to the clearing, his body knew the way. He ducked under 
branches and could hear chitters in the bushes as he disturbed the forest’s nightly peace. It 
didn’t matter. His head was too loud and it was too hard to breathe. He just needed to get 
away from the village. 


The clearing was a welcome sight. Moonlight reflected off the vibrant flowers, the soft glow 
fading them to shades of white and silver. Tommy fell to his knees right before he reached the 
faerie ring, burying his face in his hands as he let out a shuddering sob. 


Tommy hadn’t been expecting him to show up. 


But just like that, there he was. 


“Oh sunshine, what’s wrong?” The faerie asked, his voice dripping with something sweet that 
Tommy desperately wanted to cling onto. 


Tommy lifted his head from his knees and saw the faerie illuminated by the moonlight, 
staring at him with a kind of concern he’d never seen anyone look at him with before. 


“I-I had a night-nightmare,” he stammered out between sobs, curling further into himself. He 
shouldn’t have come here. He shouldn’t be letting the faerie see him like this. It was only a 
matter of time before the faerie realized that he wasn’t something worth his time. Tommy was 
an annoying kid that no one wanted around, and this was going to be what drove the faerie 
away. 


But he couldn’t calm down. He couldn’t pull himself together to apologize. Maybe it was 
because the faerie had never gotten annoyed with him before, but a small part of him wanted 
to hope that maybe, just maybe, this wouldn’t make him want to leave. 


“Come in the circle,” the faerie said after a beat of silence. 


Tommy hiccuped, staring at the faerie with a mixture of horror and confusion. Was he trying 
to trick him again? 


“It’s not a trick,” the faerie said quickly, reading Tommy’s expression. “I just can’t leave the 
ring, but I want to help.” Tommy must’ve seemed wary, because after another moment, the 
faerie added, “I promise that if you enter this ring, you will be able to leave of your own free 
will at any time. You won’t owe me anything. I’m not trying to trap you here.” 


Now that startled Tommy into pausing his sobs. 


Fae didn’t make promises. Fae couldn’t lie, and promises were something they were bound to 
fulfill. 


If the faerie was promising him safety, then that meant Tommy had nothing to fear from him. 


The faerie was waiting inside the ring, and Tommy ached to crawl over the mushrooms. To 
be next to this creature that was gazing at him with more care than he’d ever remembered 
seeing before. 


Taking a shaky breath, Tommy carefully made his way over the mushrooms and into the ring. 
The faerie didn’t make any moves towards him, just watched him as he settled himself next 
to the creature. 


Tommy hiccuped again, the sobs still bubbling in his chest. 
“Can I hug you?” The faerie asked softly. 
When was the last time Tommy had been hugged? He couldn’t remember. 


He nodded, and suddenly he was being wrapped in warm arms and held against a soft shirt. 
Burying his face in the faerie’s shoulder, Tommy began to sob again as the creature pulled 
him into his lap and tucked him under his chin, rubbing small circles into his back as he 


cried. Once again, Tommy smelled roses and sugar, and he burrowed himself further into the 
faerie. 


He cried and cried and cried. Tommy couldn’t remember the last time he cried this much. But 
it was like a dam had been broken, and he could finally release something that had been 
locked up inside for far too long. He cried as he thought of the pain from the beatings he’d 
received for stealing, he cried as he thought of the harsh words the villagers threw at him. 
And he cried at the warmth from the faerie’s arms, because he hadn’t realized just how warm 
a hug could be. 


As his sobs started to quiet, Tommy felt the faerie’s chest vibrating, and realized he was 
singing. 


His voice was just as sweet as Tommy had imagined it. It was like bells, or wind rustling 
through leaves, or birds chirping at the morning sun. It soothed the pain in Tommy’s head, 
slowing his thoughts and taking away his headache before it could even fully form. There 
was that strange tightness in his chest again, but Tommy didn’t mind it this time. Instead, it 
just made him want to curl more into the faerie’s arms, and never crawl out again. 


Eventually, the singing stopped. Tommy lifted his face from the faerie’s shoulder, his vision 
blurry from tears, but he could just make out the fae giving him a soft smile. 


“Hey sunshine, are you feeling a bit better?” The fae whispered, reaching up with one hand to 
push Tommy’s hair back from his face. His sharp nails didn’t scratch Tommy at all. 


“Yeah,” Tommy whispered back, his voice hoarse from all the crying. He wanted to tell the 
fae how much he appreciated this, but his eyes were already drooping, exhausted from his 
sobbing. He tried to stifle his yawn but it pushed through anyway, and he grumbled as he 
dipped his head back onto the faerie’s shoulder. “I should probably go back now.” 


“You don’t have to,” the fae told him, carding his fingers through Tommy’s hair. “Not yet at 
least. If you’d like, you can stay the night here. P11 watch over you.” 


Tommy shouldn’t trust it. This was a fae, and fae didn’t do things like that for humans. Not 
out of the kindness of their hearts. They always wanted something from the exchange. 


But the fae had promised him he would be safe, and that he could leave at any time. 
And despite all logic, Tommy trusted him. 
“Okay,” he mumbled into the faerie’s shirt. 


Even though his eyes were closed, he could tell the faerie was smiling. He leaned back so 
they were both lying on the ground, with Tommy half-resting on the fae’s chest, his face still 
buried in his shoulder. One hand continued to card through his hair, while the other rested 
softly on his back. 


As Tommy was drifting off to sleep, he realized he felt completely safe. 


Waking up was a slow affair. 


Morning sun shone against Tommy’s eyes, the light warming his face and seeping into his 
bones. His head was resting on something soft—so much softer than the pathetic excuse of a 
pillow he had back in his shed. He could also feel something small crawling on his arm, and 
in his half-asleep mind he wondered if it was Shroud, trying to tell him good morning. 


He blinked open sticky eyes and was met with an azure blue sky, dotted with puffy white 
clouds. There was something warm and heavy wrapped around his waist, and when he looked 
down, he saw a pair of arms hugging him. 


Oh. Right. He’d fallen asleep in the faerie ring. 


Looking at his arm, Tommy could see that the thing crawling on him wasn’t Shroud, but it 
was a moth instead. She had swirling patterns in her wings, and Tommy grinned as the small 
insect made her way towards his face. 


The only things on him weren’t just the moth and the arms. When Tommy glanced at his legs, 
he could see that flowers had sprouted up inside the circle, and were gently wrapped over 
him. Although he couldn’t say for sure, he had a feeling the fae he was sleeping on top of had 
something to do with that. 


Before he could worry about how he was going to get up without waking the fae, the creature 
stirred, squeezing the arms around Tommy’s waist briefly before they loosened once more. 


“Are you awake, sunshine?” The fae asked, not sounding tired in the slightest. 
“Yeah, I am,” Tommy replied, keeping his voice low. 

“And did you sleep well?” 

Humming, Tommy nodded. “I did.” 


The faerie laughed, the sound popping like bubbles in Tommy’s chest, and he brought a hand 
up to run his fingers through Tommy’s hair. “I’m glad.” 


Tommy started going to the faerie ring nearly every day after that. The fae never seemed 
bothered by the frequency of Tommy’s visits, and even seemed to brighten up every time he 
saw Tommy pop into the clearing. Except now Tommy would spend his time inside the ring, 
sitting next to the fae and listening to his stories with his head resting on the creature’s 
shoulder. 


Fair folk—Tommy had come to learn—were very touchy creatures. Now that the barrier of 
the faerie ring between them had been broken, the fae would spend hours messing with 
Tommy’s hair, or encourage Tommy to doze against his chest, or wrap his arms around 
Tommy without warning just because he got the sudden urge to hug him. 


Tommy didn’t mind it. In fact, he was almost angry realizing this was what he had been 
missing out on for most of his life so far. Affectionate squeezes, fingers ruffling hair, trusting 
someone enough to fall asleep on them—it filled Tommy with so much warmth it hurt, but in 
the best way possible. 


Along with visiting every day, Tommy was starting to make a habit of going there at night as 
well. It wasn’t uncommon for him to spend hours in the forest with the fae, laughing and 
trading stories before heading back to the village at sunset, only to run back to the forest a 
few hours later because he had another nightmare. 


(In truth, Tommy didn’t only go to the forest at night when he had nightmares. He told the fae 
that was the reason, but in actuality it was getting difficult to fall asleep in his cold bed when 
he knew what it felt like to fall asleep wrapped up in warmth with flowers tickling his 
calves.) 


One morning, Tommy woke up to a sky streaked with grey and pink as the sun peeked over 
the horizon. The fae—who Tommy now knew didn’t sleep in the human world—was 
humming softly as Tommy laid curled into his side. 


The fae must’ve noticed Tommy waking up, because he stopped humming and brushed a 
strand of hair back from Tommy’s face. 


“It’s too early for you to be awake,” he told him, his voice hushed. 


Tommy grumbled, knowing full well it was too early to be up, and hid his face into the fae’s 
side to block the light from his eyes. 


The fae laughed quietly and leaned over, pressing a featherlight kiss to Tommy’s forehead. 
He hovered there for a moment, and before Tommy could ask what he was doing, he heard a 
voice whisper in his ear. 


“My name is Wilbur.” 


Even in Tommy’s half-asleep state, he could feel the weight of those words. As he turned the 
name over in his mind, there was a strange shudder that ran through his body with it. 


Wilbur. 
He had the faerie’s name. 
The faerie had given Tommy his name. 


Eyes flying open, Tommy turned his head to look at the faerie—at Wilbur—who was giving 
him a casual smile. As if he hadn’t just given Tommy complete power over him. As if a fae 
giving their name to a human was nearly unheard of. As if he hadn’t just put all of his trust 
into some random human child. 


“Wh- why would you give me your name?” Tommy asked. Tears burned at the corners of his 
eyes, and he wasn’t sure why they were there. 


“I wanted you to have it, sunshine,” Wilbur replied, as if it was the easiest thing in the world. 
“If you ever need me, no matter where you are, all you have to do is call my name and Ill 
show up. I’m not bound to faerie rings if I’m summoned by my name.” 


Tommy blinked rapidly, trying to keep the tears out of his eyes. “But... you trust me that 
much?” He asked, his voice cracking. 


Wilbur nodded, reaching up to wipe away a tear right when it spilled onto Tommy’s cheek. “I 
do. And I want to know that if you’re ever in danger, you have a way of reaching me.” 


When Tommy started to cry, Wilbur didn’t ask him why. Instead, he just laid back down on 
the grass, and carded his fingers through his hair while Tommy sobbed. 


More time passed. Spring moved past its full blossom into the heat of summer. Tommy still 
spent his days in the forest, watching with wonder as Wilbur encouraged a small tree to grow 
above the faerie ring so they had a spot of shade to avoid the withering sunlight. They would 
spend hours laying in the grass, dappled sunlight warming Tommy’s bones and leaving 
everything hazy and comfortable. 


Wilbur continued to tell Tommy his stories, but they got more personal. He told Tommy 
about his family, about his father and his brother back in the Fae Court. Tommy was 
surprised to learn that Wilbur wasn’t just any faerie, but he was royalty. His father was the 
King of the Spring Court, but being King did not mean he was a strict man. Wilbur told 
Tommy stories of different escapades he’d gotten into with his brother, or how his father had 
a penchant for good-natured chaos. He loved his family, and when he spoke of them his 
words painted the sky above Tommy’s head in all shades of the rainbow. 


Then, one day Wilbur asked a question that took Tommy completely off guard. 


They were sitting in the faerie ring in the late afternoon, and Tommy was trying to braid a 
flower crown as Wilbur told him yet another story of a fight involving some magical creature 
in the Fae Court that he and his brother had accidentally angered. The air was heavy with 
summer heat, and Tommy could feel it sticking to him as if it were made of honey. His 
fingers were slow as he wove the green stems of the flowers together, making adjustments 
here and there at Wilbur’s proddings. 


“Would you want to come live with me?” 


Tommy whipped his head up from the flower crown in his hands as he tried to process where 
that had suddenly come from. Thinking back on the story, Tommy realized he’d been tuned 
out for the last few minutes, and probably missed whatever leadup there had been to that 
question. 


Still, that didn’t stop Tommy from choking out a shocked, what?” 


“Do you want to come live with me?” Wilbur asked again, seemingly unbothered by 
Tommy’s surprise. 


“In... in the Fae Court?” Tommy questioned. 


Wilbur nodded. “Yup. You wouldn’t be there as an indebted human or anything. If you 
wanted, you could go back to the human world at any time.” 


Tommy blinked, struggling to process what Wilbur was saying. “That’s possible?” He 
squeaked out. “For a human to live there?” 


“Yeah, it’s entirely possible. It’s just not common,” Wilbur told him. “Of course, if you stay 
there for a long enough time, you aren’t exactly a human anymore. But it won’t harm you.” 


Not exactly human anymore. Living in the Fae Court. Tommy opened and closed his mouth 
several times, struggling to form a coherent sentence. 


“What do you mean by, ‘not exactly human’?” He asked, figuring that was the easier question 
to put into words. 


“The Fae Court is practically dripping with magic, sunshine,” Wilbur explained, smiling at 
him now. “It permeates everything: the air, the ground, the food. While fae naturally having 
that magic from birth, when you bring a human into that world, their body starts to absorb 
that magic. If the human is indebted to a fae, the magic from the debt usually acts as a barrier 
from most other magic. However, if a human is there without a binding debt, with time 
they’ll absorb enough magic to where they’II practically be fae themselves.” 


Tommy blinked. This entire time, he’d thought that the stories of the Fae Court the Wilbur 
told him were never going to be anything more than a fantasy for him. That it would be a 
world that Wilbur could paint into existence with his words, but would never be anything 
tangible for Tommy. It was going to always be just out of his reach, just out of the grasp of 
his fingertips no matter how desperate he was to join them. 


But now Wilbur was telling it wasn’t out of reach at all. If he wanted, he could walk into the 
Fae Court and never return. He wouldn’t have to worry about not waking the blacksmith up 
in the middle of the night, he wouldn’t need to concern himself about where his next meal 
was coming from. It was almost too good to be true. 


It had to be too good to be true. 


Once he got to the Fae Court, Wilbur was going to realize the mistake he made. That Tommy 
wasn’t fit for his world. He was dirty, loud, and a thief. He didn’t have a place in a world that 
glittered with year round sun and air that smelled of pomegranates and strawberries. 


The question slipped out of his lips by accident. 
“Why?” He whispered, dropping the flower crown onto the grass. 
“Why what?” Wilbur asked, clearly confused. 


“Why would you want to take me to your world?” He asked softly, twisting a blade of grass 
around his finger. “I’m not special. I’m just some random kid you befriended.” 


Wilbur was silent for a moment, and when Tommy glanced up, he saw the fae was giving 
him a concerned look. 


“Sunshine, you know I love you, right?” 


Tommy’s breathing hitched. He’d never heard someone say those words to him before. 
Love. Someone loved him. Wilbur loved him. 


Seeing the shock paint Tommy’s face, Wilbur’s own expression crumbled. “Oh sunshine.” 
Before Tommy could respond, Wilbur was wrapping his arms around him and pulling him 
close, tucking Tommy under his chin. 


“T love you,” Wilbur whispered into his hair. “Just as much as I love my father and my 
brother. You’re part of my family now, and I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you sooner.” 


Family. Wilbur considered Tommy to be family. 


Tommy pressed closer to Wilbur, burying his face in his shoulder so he could cry into his soft 
shirt. His chest hurt but not in a bad way—it was as if it was too full to beat normally, 
overflowing with something warm and sweet that was spilling out into every inch of his 
body. 


“Now do you understand?” Wilbur asked as he ran a hand through Tommy’s curls. “Why I 
want you to come live with me?” 


Tommy nodded. 


“You don’t have to make a decision right now. You don’t ever have to decide if you don’t 
want to. I'll always be here for you if you need me, okay?” 


“Okay,” Tommy mumbled, his voice muffled by Wilbur’s shirt. “P1 think about it.” 


Wilbur hummed, pleased by the response. He continued to hug Tommy as he calmed himself 
down, still reeling over the idea of having a family. While he wasn’t sure if he wanted to 
leave to go live in the Fae Court just yet, he did know one thing he could tell Wilbur. 


“T love you too,” Tommy then said softly. 


Wilbur laughed and hugged him tighter, and the bell-like sound washed over the meadow like 
birdsong. And once again, Tommy realized he felt safer in the faerie’s arms than he ever had 
anywhere else. 


Unfortunately, that feeling of safety did not last. 


A few days passed. Tommy continued to visit Wilbur, oblivious to the strange looks that 
followed him as he headed out to the forest each morning, only to return late in the evening 
with flowers in his hair and a smile on his face. 


He was oblivious to the loud whispers that would go silent anytime he drew near. He was 
oblivious to the narrowed eyes and the dark frowns that were flashed his way. 


He was oblivious, and that was his fatal mistake. 


Tommy woke up to someone pounding on the door of his shack. 


The pounding was loud, and it rattled the walls of the pathetic structure he called his home. 
His body seized up with fear at the sound, and his hands started to tremble when he heard an 
angry voice yelling from the other side to open up. 


Tommy glanced around although he knew there wasn’t another way out of the shack besides 
the door. If he didn’t open the door now, whoever was outside was just going to break it 
down. 


Taking a shaky breath, Tommy attempted to mask the fear on his face as he stepped up to the 
door. 


When he opened it, all hell broke loose. 


Rough hands grabbed him and yanked him outside. There were angry voices shouting all 
around him, dragging him across the ground despite his screams of protest. When he tried to 
pull his arm out of the iron grip it was stuck in, a sharp slap across the face made his cheek 
sting in pain. The morning sun burnt his eyes as he was pulled over sharp stones and 
splintering wood, and he could already tell the grip on his arm was going to leave a bruise. 


The crowd that had grabbed him from his shack dropped him in the center of the village 
plaza. The villagers surrounded him in a circle as he kneeled on the rough cobblestone, his 
breath coming in short gasps as he tried to figure out what was happening. 


“Wh-What’s going on?” Tommy asked, his voice hoarse. 


“We know you’ve been conspiring with the fae, boy,” one of the villagers snarled. ““You’re 
plotting with it to bring doom to this village, aren’t you?” 


Tommy blinked. “What? No, I’m not doing anything like that!” 


“Don’t lie to us!” The woman who he collected mushrooms for screamed in his face, making 
him shrink back. “My daughter saw you sitting in the faerie ring, talking with the dastardly 
creature itself!” 


Shit. He should’ve known someone would see him spending time with Wilbur eventually. 


“Yeah but I wasn’t doing anything!” Tommy protested. “The fae isn’t bad! He’s my friend!” 
Wilbur had called him family, but Tommy knew that mentioning that part to the villagers 
wouldn’t exactly win him any favor. 


“You idiotic child,” a man sneered. “That faerie is just tricking you. It doesn’t actually care 
about you. Fair folk have better things to do than care about some stupid human child.” 


Tommy winced. That wasn’t true. Wilbur had told him he loved him, and fae couldn’t lie. 


“Actually, have we considered the fact that the child might not be human at all?” The woman 
pointed out. “If the boy is a changeling, he might be trying to go back home.” 


The crowd around Tommy broke out into disquieted murmurs, and Tommy shrunk further 
into himself. He wasn't a changeling, but he knew that they were not looked favorably upon 


by the village. If a child was suspected to be a changeling... well, that village would not do 
kind things to it, to say the very least. 


“‘Where’s the real boy you replaced?!” The man shouted, leaning down so he was face to face 
with Tommy. “What did you do to the child whose life you stole?!” 


“I-I didn’t replace anyone!” Tommy whimpered, scrambling away from the man. “I’m not a 
changeling!” 


“Fair folk can’t lie,” another woman pointed out in a low voice. “If he says he’s not one of 
them, he must not be.” 


“The rules might be different with changelings,” the man hissed. “There’s only one real way 
to prove the boy isn’t a changeling, and that’s to try and get the fae to come take him back.” 


A hush fell over the crowd at that, and it was almost worse than the angry yelling from 
before. Tommy was curled up in a ball on the cobblestone, squirming under the rage directed 
towards him at all sides. 


The silence was taut, as if they were all waiting for someone to make the first move. After a 
few agonizing beats of silence, the man seemed to realize he was going to have to be the one 
to start. 


The swift kick to Tommy’s chest knocked the wind out of him. He cried out as he crumpled 
to the ground, but was quickly dragged back upright by a hand gripping his hair. Pain 
exploded on all parts of his body as the man started to beat him, kicking him in the ribs over 
and over as the others taunted him in harsh voices. 


“Do it, changeling! Call for your family!” The woman shouted. 
“We don’t want the fae here, so leave us!” Another snarled. 


Tommy was crying as someone slapped his cheek, and the sharp taste of iron filled his mouth 
as he spit out some blood. If someone didn’t come help him, these villagers could very well 
kill him. 


His mind started to drift as the beating continued. Everything hurt, but he was staring up at 
the blue sky and straining to hear the bird song above the angry shouts. 


He wanted Wilbur. He wanted to lay in the soft grass of the meadow with Wilbur watching 
over him. He wanted to listen to Wilbur tell him more stories of the Fae Court just so he 
could watch the words glitter in the air. He wanted to see the Fae Court with his own eyes, 
and never have to set foot in this stupid village again. 


Then, Wilbur’s voice flashed in his mind. 


If you ever need me, no matter where you are, all you have to do is call my name and I'll 
show up. I’m not bound to faerie rings if I’m summoned by my name. 


The name was slipping out of his mouth before he could think twice. 


“Wilbur,” he whispered, blood heavy on his tongue. “Wilbur help.” 


Another slap upside the head sent his vision reeling. His hands stung as he collapsed against 
the cobblestone, and a sob broke out from his chest as his screaming scalp was grabbed once 
more. 


He squeezed his eyes shut, waiting for the next kick to his chest. 
But it never came. 


The hand that was holding his hair let him go, and he gasped as he fell to the ground. He 
coughed, struggling to spit out the blood that felt like it was choking him. 


“Oh fuck,” he heard one of the villagers mutter over his head. 


It was hard to see through his tear-filled eyes, but when he looked up from the ground, he 
saw a familiar figure standing a few feet away in the plaza. 


Wilbur, in all his fae glory. His eyes glowed that unnatural shade of honey, and talons sharper 
than Tommy had ever seen them seemed as though they were resisting the urge to curl into 
fists. 


“What the HELL do you think you’re doing to my child?” Wilbur snarled, his voice echoing 
onto itself in a way that was completely inhuman. 


“I knew it!” One of the villagers cried out in triumph. “I knew he was a changeling!” 
“Dude, not the time,” another man muttered, elbowing his friend in the side. 


“Fae,” the woman who Tommy collected mushrooms for spoke up, looking at Wilbur head 
on. “We do not want this fae child here in our village. We have no quarrel with the fair folk, 
but he is not ours to care for.” 


Wilbur laughed at that, but it wasn’t the sound of bells like it usually was. It was the sound of 
nails digging into stone. It was the sound of an animal screaming in the night. 


It was the sound of a predator mocking its prey. 


“You say you have no quarrel with the fae, and yet you beat my child half to death to force 
him to summon me here?” Wilbur smiled, showing off far too many razor sharp teeth. “You 
humans are unbelievably stupid.” 


Then, before any of the villagers could respond, Wilbur was walking forward. The group 
immediately stepped away, clearing a path as Wilbur knelt down in front of Tommy. 


“T’m going to take care of this, okay sunshine?” Wilbur whispered, wiping a tear off of 
Tommy’s cheek. 


He was here. Wilbur was here and Tommy wasn’t going to hurt anymore. 


Sobbing, Tommy threw himself at Wilbur. Wilbur immediately wrapped his arms around 
Tommy, picking him up off the ground and holding him close to his chest. Everything in 
Tommy’s body ached, but it was okay because he was safe now. 


“You’ve incurred the wrath of the fae today, and that’s not going to be something that’s 
forgotten,” Wilbur told the village in a low voice. 


“Wait, we’re sorry! We just wanted you to take the child back!” Someone pleaded. 


“Oh, I’m taking my child with me, although he was never a changeling to begin with,” 
Wilbur explained, eliciting a horrified gasp from the group. “And you shall not forget this 
lesson I will leave you with anytime soon.” 


Tommy kept his eyes shut as Wilbur held him close. The villagers began to scream, and 
Tommy could tell Wilbur was waving one of his hands around like the conductor of a 
symphony. Tommy could hear some people throwing up, while the air became heavy with the 
scent of blood. 


He had no idea what Wilbur was doing, but he decided that he didn’t need to know. Wilbur 
was going to keep him safe, and that was what mattered. 


The villagers' pleas for mercy continued to echo through the air as Wilbur left the village 
with Tommy cradled in his arms. When the sound of shoes tapping against cobblestone 
faded, Tommy opened his eyes and a canopy of green leaves above his head. 


They were back in the forest, and Tommy breathed a sigh of relief. 


Wilbur hummed to him as they passed through the moss-covered trees and mushroom-littered 
ground. The air was sweet with the smell of wildflowers, although a soft breeze from the 
village brought with it faint traces of blood. 


Once they reached the meadow, Wilbur stepped into the faerie ring without hesitation. He sat 
down on the grass, still holding Tommy close. 


“I’m so sorry, sunshine,” Wilbur said, wiping some of the blood off of Tommy’s chin with his 
thumb. “I’m sorry those people did this to you, but I can assure you they’re paying the price 
for it now.” 


“It’s okay,” Tommy mumbled. “You came and saved me.” 


“Of course. I told you I would always be there if you called my name, and I’m so proud of 
you for doing that,” Wilbur whispered, a faint glowing rising from his hands as he ran them 
up and down Tommy’s arms. The glow was warm, and the pain from the villagers' beating 
faded immediately with any one of Wilbur’s gentle touches. “Are you ready to come home 
with me yet?” 


Tommy wanted to say yes. He wanted to leave this place and never have to see the village 
again. He wanted to wake up to warm smiles and comforting hugs, never worrying about 
what he was going to eat, never finding himself alone when nightmares struck. 


Wilbur was the closest thing to a home Tommy had ever found. He wanted to keep that 
forever. 


“Ask me for my name again,” Tommy whispered, eyes falling to his lap. 


Wilbur made a noise of confusion. “Sunshine, you don’t have to give me your name. Not 
now and not ever.” 


“But... I want to,” Tommy told him, meeting eyes that were back to being the color of earth. 
“T trust you, and I want you to have it.” 


Tommy knew that giving Wilbur his name would give Wilbur power over him. But Wilbur 
had already given him his name, and Tommy knew that Wilbur was never going to use it 
against him. They trusted each other, as simple as that. 


Wilbur was quiet for a moment, something wet glittering in his eyes. 

“Are you sure?” He whispered. 

Tommy responded without any hesitation. “Yes.” 

“Then may I have your name?” 

Tommy’s smile was as bright as the summer sun shining above their heads. 
“Tommy. My name is Tommy.” 


The weight of the name was palpable as it lifted from his tongue. Like when Wilbur gave him 
his own name, a shudder ran through him, but it wasn’t out of fear. 


Wilbur hugged him again, and Tommy buried his face in the shirt that smelled like roses and 
sugar, unable to stop the laughter bubbling from his chest. 


“Let’s go home, Tommy,” Wilbur told him. 
“Let’s go home,” Tommy agreed. 


The village never went after the boy. The few survivors of the fae’s wrath became staunch 
guardians of the forest, protecting the space as best they could so as to avoid another visit 
from the fair folk. 


Sometimes, a child’s laughter would carry on the breeze from the towering trees. Flashes of 
golden curls, a quick glimpse of sky blue eyes, and a smile made up of razor sharp teeth were 
the only evidence of the boy claimed by the fae from that day on. 


And in the middle of the forest, a meadow of wildflowers remained untouched as the years 
passed on. A ring of mushrooms sat underneath a gnarled oak tree, and humans were warned 
never to approach it, lest you be lost to the fair folk like the sunshine child so long ago. 


End Notes 


no promises but there might be a sequel to this so if you enjoyed keep an eye on it and I 
might make it part of a series! I have an idea for some fae!tommy + bench trio shenanigans 
so hopefully I can make something out of that 

UPDATE: we have a sequel! go check it out here 


anyway I hope you guys enjoyed! please leave a comment if you did, I don't reply to most 
comments but I read all of them and they really make my day :) 


check me out on tumblr and twitter @bonesandthebees 
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